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SPECIAL ORDERS, .ZVo. 213 Extract
. . . BY command of the Secretary of War, military permits will not hereafter be required for the importation into, or the exportation from, the port of Norfolk, of merchandise not contraband of War.
By order of Brig. Gen'l. SHBPLET, WICKHAM HOFFMAN, Assistant Adjutant Gen'l.
From Mrs. Butler to General Butler
FOHTBHSS MONBOB, Dec. ZQth, 1864
DEAREST: What freak do you t.hinlr possessed us after you left? Webster came over, being Wednesday, and finally urged Mrs. Read and myself to go over to the play. You know I should not be likely to go on my own account, but Mrs. Read gets nervous with seeing Harriet, so do I too, and we go out, and run about as much as we can; our suffering is light compared to hers, and so to say no more of this, we consented to go. It was foggy and wet. The boat was delayed half an hour; it was dark when we started. Within two or three miles of Norfolk we ran on to the wreck of the " Merri-mack," or the obstructions driven down by the rebels. There we hung by one end, three fathoms of water at the other. I felt anxious and vexed that I started and in doubt if we ever got back. We were pulled off in time, and finally went to the play. There our feeling must be stirred and harrassed by that abomination, Camille. I never saw it before, never wish to again. It was very well represented. But it is sickening that all the attractive and noblest qualities that could grace a woman (always excepting the one that is scarcely worthy to be named, virtue or chastity) should be lavished on a wanton to show the admiring audience that among abandoned women they may find an object worthy their deepest devotion. We meant to return last night, but I was so wearied and nervous with it all, that we stayed at Webster's and returned at eight this morning. You are again in your tent. Are the fires all burning, the hearths swept and the table garnished with meats, fresh wheaten loaves, fragrant coffee, laced with cream and honey from a thousand flowers? If not you had better come down, for I have all these, sometimes, and I should enjoy